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of a fow years you find yourself cob-
fronted on the Mzhways and bywars
jof the clty by such niawes as Sarah Bern-
[ hardz-Jonss, or Rleonort Duse-Swmith, The
| Mttle hosbund and the big Lypben are get-
ting In thelr “fdne work,'” 40 0 spenk, and
are coming to the front Im an extremely
seven-leagned mamer, ‘fhoe was when we
emiled at the detress’s nusband jost as ra-
diantly as we still smlle nt her pug dog,
hep Binck alpier monaner, dnd ber biag of
dipmonds: Our fppower hag besn brusied
aside. The lnsband bhas loomed binek and
uxorlous upon the Narkzen] and the hyphen
has assumed the proporilons of the flushly
band that Jolned tlho Siamese twins,
Julla Marlows-Taber and Minnle Maddern-
Flske have rushed Ih upon us In dnlcet
connublal ecstacy, drmzsiug nloag husbunds
and hyphena and posing w8 sweetly mars
riod dames. The thme Iz not favr distant
witen we may look at un exhibition of per-
ambelators and nuzsing bottles; to sar
nothing: of lictated toods and soothing
syrups, In the loblles of (e thentres suell
atireases feequent. It 3 a besntiful argu.
ment i favor of faotlight 1 rimsony that
they ave plaintively urging, aml perbaps It
! Wik pecesanty. After all, an antress's pri-
vate life moans & gevar deal &0 the publie,
and Duse Is the only aerress who hns had
the sirengtbh to resist the demands made
upan her
In the wake of Julia Marlowe-Taber and
Mionie Muaddern-Fiske we shall assuredly
Y get such weilded wrtists as Rose Coghlan-
X Edgerly-Bulllvan, Margaret blather-Haber-
il karn-Pabst, Foutly Davenport-Price-2e-
1 Dowell, Lilllan Rusaell-Bralinm-Salomon-
s Pernginl sud Bettiva Geenvd-Ordway-Pad-
elford-Rafnel-Wolfi, The more the met-
- vier In this frensy of the domestle Learth.
Fo be gnre, it s vdtler diflcalz to follow
- the windings of our stags favorites through
)‘ ftho matrhimonial labyrinths, but nothing is
lmpossihle to  the trolned Inteiligence.
Henceforth, instead of bruising onr ener-
i gies with such menningless problems &8s
i ‘fud the eut,'” or “cherchez la femme,"
b we shall be obligad to dévote oursvives to
the exoruclating but merltorlous task of
speating lLusbands upon hyphens. Tt will
e o charming game for Winter evehlngs,
hfinltely superior to besique or eribbage.
The actress can wo longer evade her Inter-
a viewer with the poetic retort, “I am
L 1 wedded to iy art.” The unwedded actress
wiil feel ashamed of herself, and hypbens
n wiil be at a preminm.
. Looking ot the matter In cold blood—and
the clinical thermometer lusists thot we
b4 do this—1 ean't help thinking that the new
; eondltion of things 1s awfully plee for the
l'- Busbands, dapecinlly when they happen to
be nobodles. It Is very hdrd to espablish o
veputation. Years of Incessant toll, tcour-
ageous effort aid persistent avlor are
erilly neaded. Men slave at the task
" apl seo thelr youth wrinkied Iuto ugly sen.
¥ gsopnce In the offort. Henceforth It will
he easy to bLe soccessful, If  snccess
moeains  the respect of the majorkty.
#, Marry oan  actress mad ek your
nafie to Bers by n  hyplien. For, as
Nordan says: “Almost all men are striving
x wowinrd one sluple end—eaxtérnyl succass in
¥ the world. Without thls suceess It 18 Im-
r posslble for life fo dbntsln any pleasures
8 for them. This §5 the polnt of view of
: Bie hundeed and ninety-nine pien ont of a
© ' thouband., And perhaps, lo reallty, the
number of those who require unything
I ‘more from Iife than exterpal success ls
even lees than T have assumed.”
CIn the case of Julla Muriowe-Taber, with
& ‘young husband in ey company playing
Romeo to her Juliet, nad Clarles Mnorlow
o her Kate Hardeastle, the publie will not
be long lu reuliziug the beatitude of her
eomlltion, It will (ake tlme In the case of
Mipnle Maddern-Fiske, bechuse the ourios-
Ity-nmiosgers will want to know who Pluke
I when be's ac home, He 18 not a mem-
ber of Mrs. Maddern's compnny; his name
i appesrs In no cast; he ls apprrencly as Mys,
‘Arrls; he is an outsider and the pmbide
witl be foreed to accustom themselves to
Bim gradually. It seems rather ecruel, at
first slght. Mra. Maddern has devoted a
Jifetime to the maovufacture of a trade-
mark. Bhe was n child aetress, and her
name has becn Dbetore thedtre-goers for
many years, Then she leavens the stuge, de- |
clilés to feturn, and does #o with n hosband.
But this husband Is very greedy. He ls not
satistded with 4 scre byphen, The Minnle
Maddern portlon of rhe actrese's name s
txped very diminutively. It Ix t_he Flske
that finshes npon you as you sit In the ele-
wated tralns or the eable cars, and you ean
gearcely be blsmed If you feel the tem-
potey  frolssement that the nnme of 2
stranger geperally awakens 1 the American

DO.\"T be a bit suprisad If In the courss
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Suill, perhaps It Is Just as well, We bnve
L pelleved for too long thut our mctresses
seorued mere domesticlty and disdalned the
manufacture of slippers for hubby's feeg,
and bluxers for hubby's body. A Dbetter
time has st last arrived, thapks to Jnila
| MarloweT'aber nnd Minnie Maddern-Fiske,
o ‘Husbands, llke murder, will out, and women
o must work while mEu ::mm: weep.

I'll be vespectful, T ery “en eutpar”
I swore that 1 would never caill Minnle
Maddern gnything but Misnle Maddern,
for 1'm very fond of her, and always have
been. 1 flud, however, that to be In the
awim, I must speak of bher as Mrs. Fiske,
and Il do: it, for what!s the ose of living
If you wre not tu the swim? My admiretion
for Mre. Fiske coused me to grieve deeply
ot her return to Nsw York In such an
atroclons play as “Murle Delovhe," pro-
i dueed Jast Monday unight at the Garden
i It Purporcts to be 4n adnptation of u play
P by Alphonse Daudet and Louls Hennlque, by
Harrleon Orey Fiske, The work of an
adapler, nowadays, has grown arducus. Iy
adapting o French play, the labor does noy |
and when the drama Wia beel done Inlo
bunal snd seeond-tluss Buglish, The plece
wust be made Inteillgible 1 che conditlons
of the people who are called wpon o look
Bt It Iu fact I Is a8 dillcult to make a suc-
“Ceasful sdaptution as It is to write a new
pliy. Adupters should bo mén of great
Hterary abllity, which Mr. Fiske most as-
‘suredly 1s not.

Ia Loodon they are raving about Coppes's
“Pour lu Uouronne," becnuse i superh,
peetie adaptation has been mnde of It by
| John Davidson. As Clement Seott sazs:
_ “An author who can make o successful ‘For
. the Urown' out of 'Pour la Couronno,’ and
- mever tlfe ope single sonl In the sudience,
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af the play-golrg pnbiic. The great com-
plaint ugainst ‘Poor la Couronre’ was that
it waos hopelessly dull and desperately
tedions. Ay ssen In London It wae uol-
formly Interesting, and splendldly dra-
watie,  This sas entirely due io the
adapter,

“Murie  Deloche,™ however, has been
slusply tossed upon the stage, Buglished in
& schoolboy fashien. It is a drendful play,
Both wmorbld apd mandln, bat Hterary
uléety  wonld  have gone o long way
towanl redeeming some of [ts many |m-
perfoctions. Old melodramatic  “zags’
were Introducad, ond the audlence had
shock when they hemrd the Countess
Nattler exclilm to her réfractory  boy,
“You are no lotger a son of mine.” That
phrase has passed fnto burlesque, and [t
aliesnted 1t4 hearers Instantly from nny
sytipnthy with Marie or her surroundings.

Marie was inelined to be a hopeless casze,
“anyway. Her past was 0 volumlnous and
slekening that she was comipletely out of
date. We have had gich 4 dose of these
women that we were looking forward to
better thingy, especially as “constagt read-
era™ aud  “lovers of the stage,” nmnd
dramatle editorinl writers had been assor-
Ing us, in fond confidence, that the tnete
of the pubiic jna completely changed, and
that manngers would henceforth be forced
to supply romantie plays, Listorioal dramas
aml “Prisoner of Zondy™ eplsodes,

Marie murried an artist oarly in tife, and
“fonud no happiness* I can aulte balleve
thut,. T shoaldn't Imagine thnt the puoor
artist fonnd mueh  elther, but women get
all e spmpathy with the morbld problem
makers. Then she went to (uba with a
rich planter, who deserted her. Porhaps he
thought that ué Cuba was trying so hard to
be free, he wolld emulate its worthy ex.
ample. Fo he shook poor Marie, who re-
ltlumecl to Parls, leaving her past behing

er,

In the Chatean Nattler she captivates
the adolescence of a foollsh youth numed
Mareel, who wears a worrled look and an
alping hat with gay lusouelntce. That Is
what caunses Mra. Nattler to exelaim:
“You are no longer a son of mine, I have
ne ¢bild.” Marie mirries Marvel, how-
ever, and there 18 a pgreat pow-
wow about M. ‘To¢ malntaln her po-
sition she la obliged to Ug iike & trooper,
aud thls she does In o somewhat amus-
lig way. In the second det she leads *a
dunl life.'" We gre o heartlly sick of dual
Hves that a solltary existence bas come to
be a posltiye- novelty. Maria 15 lured to
dunlity by the Cuban plaster, who has
wearled of his freedom and has come hack
to elvillzation biz with blaekmail,

PPoor Marle I obiiged to vist him dnlly—
A roile and upladylike proceeding, much
admired In Freoch novels, but almost un-
Intelligibie to New Yorkers, who are ac-
cnztomed to nose around thelr nelghbors'
affairs with a#ley but pertinaclous curlos-
ity. So Marle goes to see her Coban every
tfternoon dnd comes biack to dine with
Mareel every night, She wears.n black dress
with fet on It while she Is dolng this. Any
other garb, according fo the traditions of
the stage 20 deftiy upheld by Mr. Flske,
would bhave been Indecent. And Marie s
a “*perfect Iydy,'’ of course, even while she
is what Bessle Bellwood would call *a
nasty, rode person.'’

Her past, however, continues to over-
whelm her. Idke an avalanche It roshes
upott her. Not only does the geéntleman
ghe | kept houss with In Cuba make her
life  miserable, but the artlst whom she
murrled, and with whom she “found no
happiness,” dappears, To do her justice, she
had firinly belleved him to be dead. She
bad Imhgined thot he was gathered umto
his foremothers and was at rest. Hus-
bands in this sort of play, however, have
nine Hves, lika cuts, Youn can't ki ‘em.
You can seé 'em In thelr shrouds, but eyven
then you fire not safe. Lhey are bound
to come bagk, sooner or later, for a “sit-
uation." They glways want u situation, ke
the gentleman in Dighy’ Beil's song.

To avold further unpleasantness: how-
ever—althongh 1 can't ses that there was
the least excuse for any of the unpleas-
untnesa foroed upon vs—2arle thkes polson,
ruwulng to ereate jealonsy bebtween ber
two husbafds, You ave not a bit sorpy
when she dles, You owe her a grudge be
ofiuse &he didn’t take polson In the frst
act. She walted untll the close of Act ITI,,
and Kled herself after Wivlog won your
enthusinstic disgust. What vexes nie about
o play of this sort Is thé Hypoeritleal ef-
fort to Invest It with a psyehalogledl value
that Is never In cvldence, T am very fond
of plays with & mornl, and T would fre-
quently relegate the Young Peison to the
nursery. I Jove soclal studles, and admire
Ibsen and Zoln intensely, hut the excuse
for this “Marie Dcloche' i so vapld thit
it excites Ire.

Here 1L lo. Tt was sent to me marked
“Garden Theatre; not dupllested, Compll-
ments A, M. Palmer:” *“ Aavie Deloche
* & & predents a story that sliows the
effects of heredity nnd environment. Murle
Deloche 1s the ontural eutgrowth of sueh
a aulon as that of & “half-world motler"
(what on earth ls & “half-world" mother?
Can it have anyvthing to do with “deml-
monde?'] “and her diplomat of = father.
She Is the result In her maturey years of
the surroundings of hep enrly llfe, and even
the grewr lovg that comes to ber, the one
and ouly true thing of hee whole life, Ih-
tengn and soul-absorblng ws It I8, cannot
overcome the evil that nature hias implanted
in ber; that covrodes with 1ts snbtle polson
the good within hek, that gll In valo strives
to manifest itsclf, nnd to-give her the
pence and happioess tbhat her better self
tongs for with insatiable craving,”

This explanntion, by the bye, affords an
excellent example of the olscute English
tn whiel the play was wrltten, It should
have been printed upoh the programnies
with diagranis, -

Mrs, Plake horself steugzeledl hprd 1o make
Maurte Dolocko poesible und luterogting, She
falled creditably, The Mitie actrels, how-
ever, showed us that she bng lost none of
the qualities that endenrsd Ler (o us yoears
ago. She s charming, dainty, vunsual and
Intelligent. T will not be §o grotesque as
to make a Derohardt or ¢ Duse of her. She
I8 a pleaslnyg, natural, Intellectudl motress,
#nd one -who could be an ornament to the
Asperlenn singes. She never poses, she never
mnts, she indulges in no tricks, she wears
no dlamonds snd she dresses quletly and
unassumingly. e

Wessrves 4 wedal ¥nd the congratulations

Julln Marlows on, me, Mrs. Rohert
Taber—caused us to twitter glecfully when

she ‘gave ns her lovely Interpretation of
Jullpt Capulet—pardon me, of Mra Romeo
Montngue, She was the Ideal Mrs, Monta-
gne, and we rejolced at the discovery. The
disenchantment came when Mrs. Robert
produced “'She Stoops to Cooguer” at
Palmer's  Theatre, Monday mnight, for it
showed us Her Hmitations: The young ac-
tress made o pretty and a pleasing Kuate
Hardeastle, but she was lacking In womin.
Iy depth and In dash., Ste filled to dom.
Inate, and the consequence was that Mr,
Robert wslked of with the laurel wreath,

1 suppose he sald to her, “‘Look heve, dear,
You had your Innings as Jullet. Now per-
‘haps yon will kindly allow me to buve a
show with Charles Marlow., I'm yours for
better or worse, you know. Thera Is a
Lyphen between us. I lnsiat upoen produe-
Ing ‘She Bfoops to Conguer,' because I
know that you can't play Kate Hardeastle,
and that I ean play Charles Marlow.”

Under the new reglme we can't afford to
disregard eurtain lectures. Somo such ar-
gument as the Above was susely urged by
Mr. Robert to iunduce Mrs., Robert to con-
sent to '‘Bhe Stoops fo Conguer.”. Tha
Kate Hardeastle of Mra. Robert was far
too Ingenuous and shrinking, She made
nothing of the part. She was all on the
surfuce, and there was no suggestlon of
anything beneath It. EKate masqueraded as
the fnn-damsgel just for pure schoolgir] glee,
and Charles Marlow to her was a mere de-
tall. It was a pallid and a superficlal per-
formance, that awakened no Interest In
Mlss Hardeastlé and rendered Charles un-
duly prominent.

Duse can give the impersonatlon of glrl-
hood to our Intelligence, but she cannot
thrust it onder our eyes, © A Jullet with
gray bhalr might overwhelm our srtistic ap-
proelatlon, but what chance would she
have with an admirable Jollet who looked
the age prescribed by Shakespeara?

Mrs. Robert has a peeullar treasure, and
with it she ean swuy us whenever she
chooses. Tf ghe canmot pregent the eom-
plex ldea of womnnhood slie can at least
dellght s with the pleture of pelineld
girlhood. Btill, we cannot endure glrihood
all the time. It palled upon us in Miss
Hardeastle, and the lust time I saw Mrs,
Robert as Rosalind—she wns then a Miss
Marlowe—It was egually in evidence. T pre.
sume that Mrs. Robert will lose her nalvete
before she bas been & muatron very long,
and then it will be time enough for her to
tuckle the many-sided roles. Jullet and
Parthenin afé simply arch maldens stirred
by one solltary passion, without any of
Its varlitlons, = Miss Havdcestlo Is very
otherwise,

: . _a

The Charles Marlow of Robert Taber was
= most comuedable plege of work. The
young man hever strulted for efects, and
his Lumor wus qulte =pontanecus, I an-
Joyed that scene between Marlow, Hast-
ings and Mr. Hardeastle Immensely. It
was capltally acted by Tnaber and Willinm
. Owens. The M. Hardeastle of Mrs,
Sol Swith was also ereditable, although the
old actress mumbled rather Irritatingly at
tlwes. Tony Lumpkin was n great disap-
polutnient ullnurpre'wd by Edmund Law-
remoe,  Stunrt Mobson thought this part
good enough to “star'’ in; It has always
been a favorite comedian role. Therefore
s It all the more surprising that Mr. and
Mrs., Robert Taber pald so Hitle attention
to It *

Thls engigement of the Tabers, how-
ever, has Dbeen yastly intevesting:  They
will come back to us bucyed vp with hope,
They were ufrald of New York, which lins
the  reputation out of fown—goodness
Enows why—0f belng the most fastidious
city iu the Tnitéd States.

Fastldious It Is not, quatnt and lhesplien-
ble it undoubtediy | . Entertalnments that
would be hovted in Oshkosh and Skowhegan
suceeed In New York, That Is the eccentrie-
ity of the metropolls, Mr. and Mrs. Tabor,
Lowever, aesd not foir, We ke them very
much Indeed. We have grown quite at-
tached to them. Partdog will be, lndeed,
sweet gorrow, nind we ghan’t Lo satisded n
fature to allow them to foum about the
wild, unteammelled West,

And, after all, New York dlscoversd Mis,
Taber. Yes, It dld. Go alohg, Boston,
Chlesgo, Pulladelplin and Red DBank. You
il nothing to do with the cuse, tra-ln. W
discovered Mvs. Taber—she was then o Miss
Marlowe—at the Bijon Theatre eight renrs
ago, where we went with frost in our hepds
to see her play arthenda in “Ingomar,” She
belongs to us—and to My Taber, of course,
Belll, we even lutroduced her to Mr. Taber,

He can thank us for the hyphen, and all
that It lmplles, | _ome oo —
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Anlivey. Boucieanit and Sadle Martinot (1
aliost wish for the make of harmony ln my
Work fo-day that © could eall thetd My and
Mrs, Boncleault) aro golig buck to “The
Shnughrann' ot {he Ameplehn Tldntre to-
morrew night. They found that they ¢onld
make no headway agnlnst the faugled masgsy
of eobwebs that have atontiniated arotnd
“The Collben Baws."” That good old Irish
drama has sprouted mogs, and It Is no longer
fit food for Llg hoys and girls Mortgnges
und marvlnge cortiflcarss can notcish us ne
uiore. ‘We have given them up to the gonts,
and we clamor for romething wore highly
ﬁnvorud. “The Colleen Bawn” sgems prim-
Itive to-day, for it wns most certninly
not weltten toendure:. It was pot the work
of a genius, but of an indugtelous gentlemar
who belleved that the pot shdauld be kepl
boiling nt all ¢isks. Thst the play Is éven
presontable to-day 1€ a great tribute to the
lute Dion Boucleault, who never posed 28 a
cigssle. T can promise you that some of the
shamrock effuslons dislied up In the popu-
lar price houses at the present time will be
ahbsurd five yents from now.

Mr. Boueleauwilt and Miss Martinot, how-
ever, made o most commendsble effort to
exenvaio “The Collesn DBawn' from the ruln
of years. Tle ypoung actor Iz almost gn
aggressively magnetic indivldnael, amd, as

. I have polnted out, before, hia futuge will

be Lelllunt 1f he will forget himsell In lis
work, Xouug, Mi, Boocieanlt, however, I8
exceedimily fond of young My, Boucleault.
There 13 no getting away from that faot.
He feels ihot ke is aib thers, and he im-
presses that faet apon his avdlence: He
Is undoubiedly .0 most talentes young
actor; and If I must pralse hls Myles-nn.
Coppaleen véry highly, bis Con, the Shaugh-
run, 18 eugltled to much commendation.
Aud Saite! It really does seem absurd
to tulk of her spocess In commpion Irish
plars.  Imagine Mrs. Potter shelving her
elothes aud donning the garbs of Rily
O0'Conmor.  Yon laogh ut the ldea. It ls
no rore Incongrudus than that offered us
by Miss Martinot, In spite of the exopl-
lent work shé did in “The Colleen Bawn,'
I could scarvcely help regapding her as
Mile, O'Conmnar, of Puarls, fust returned
from o ride on the Bols and rehearsing
Irlsl zoles for fun—or charity. (They are
very much the same nowadays) She trieil
vory hard to make Elly's uresa s styllsh
#3 she conld, and when Danny Mann tried
to drown her In tlhe ¢ave she wore a swoeet
lUttle red clonk "the Hle of whieh could
certainly not be purchased in Fourteenth

straect,
- -

I've no doubt 1hnt'Sndle got even with
this execedingly non-sartorial purt by wedr-
lug ber fawous dlimond garters, As sle

did unt show them, she eertajnly eamnot
be blanted If she uvsed them. An actress
|ikke Mlés Martinot cannot be on goud
termis with herself unless she ean sport
gome tokens of opulence, Badle Is nndoubt-
ellly an artist fteed oot with o good stock
of vigorods gelf-reprassion, Otherywide slhe
would ate worn w sortle de hal, trimmed
with ermdne, to he drowned In. I'm sute
that she owns several, and it waes ghoer
gubmiszelon to art thot kept them from the
gtige.  Dronson Howard -onee intrpduced
s to o ludy who possessed @ gorgeeths
white satln, decollette gown, which sae
inafsted dpon wearing I 4 scene oh | the
tocky Mouniaine, Mlss Martnot veminded
me of thls lndy toned doww by vlghl db-
siinence. .

1 nm not, golug to forget Amelin Bliighion,
even thopgh she hasn't renched the digntty
of Black type, and no Chreistlan name; Nle
Miss Mortinot and M Boucleqult, ITer Ime
persountion of Aune Qhate was delightfal,
and {here js o vein of comedy in this young
woman's spositlon tlat the metropolis
eannot afford to overlogk. She is dlso px-
ceedlugly gooddooklug, aud his ved wig wia
qulte as nice 45 Sadle’s red wig, ool just os
hetaming.  The other mémbers of Lthe Bosg-
cleanit-Martinot company were from fale
to middiing: I missed “Miss Loulse Mus-
sen™ from “The 1:(\1‘1'9(!{! Buwn'" east.

Clievintior, e fdealized Chimmie Fadden,
of Lotdon, 1s hepe, walting te Introduce
Kltaself “to New Yorkers at Koster & Bldl'a
te-wiorrow nlght, after the electrie lghts
and the twirling sklite of Miss Lole Myllae
hive been swept #p.  Chevanller wae alwnrs
a trite afeald of Amerlcu, beenuse he be-
Hoved that the coster dlalect wwonld searesly
b andersiood over here.

Mot underscnnd Chevaller, forsootl! The
tenihle s that New Yorkers will under.
sl Ll too well. He gpeaks the Eng-
Mah Inngogae In o pocnllin coster way, that
s pll. No thretto will be noeessury, T under-
stand’ that WHHam A, MeCotingl) contem-
plated  the nsusl Bernhardl-Duse-Italfans
aperntrraugement for the ndhers to sell—
“Books of Mister Clheraller's songs, i cose
ter and Engheh price dfieen cents: twenty=
fve naidye ke only autheutle. versiont

They wlll be perfectly unnicessary. Bvem
Yvelte Oullbert’s dittles were 1ot trazs-
lated, although that mdy have bien duoe Lo
the fact that they were o trifle oo shoeking,
Chevaller's sougs are sivictly groper and
genuinely amusiog.. Musically they are dev
IghtTul, They aro the soct of sOUES You can

s revel in e you sit ‘at yonr o0wn plano,
“The Little Migpes,” *“Lizn ‘Awlking'™
SICHooked oy T the Ol Ketit Road™ and
T dunnp where ‘e are” nre gems In thefe

wWaAY.

Chevaller's artloving friends may talk In
w lopdly way abount his magniticent oppirtu-
ulties 1o eveiate legithngie charmoter roles In
the dramn of to-day.  Thag sort of talk does
nocden, DUt It s pxtremoly silly, Cheviller
made 0o Nt when He wasg 8 'common oe
girden acior, Nobody ever heard of him
nntll he took to the pasie halls, It is ex-
tromioly unlikely that suybody would ever
hony of himif be efs thenn  That kind of
clistior 4 on i e weith the driyvel that
wotlll give Yyeite Guilbert 1o the Qomedis:
Venpeaso.  Clieysller s of the knlls and fo?
(e halls, ang whotl Now Yotkers have seen
b, 1 feel gquite convineced that they wiil
nat be at all anxiovs te nrge him to engngo
‘Bithself to cither Augustin Dal 'ornﬁlil}ﬂﬂl

Frohman, AN 1 ALE.




